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CHARACTERS. 


Harlequin, Mr. Simpson, 
British Commander. in-Chief, Mr. Roberts, 
Tom Bowling (with Songs), Mr. Helme, 
Midshipman, Miss Gray, 
British Officers, Messrs. Ireland, Jun. Rid zeway, Davis, &c. 
Drunken Boatswain, Mr. Montgomery, 
British Sailors, Messrs. Herbert, Williams, &c. 
Egyptian Pacha, Mr. Wilbinson, Magi, Mr. Meyer. 
* Bedouin Arab Chief, Mr. Male, 
Bedouin Arabs, Messrs. Kelly, Norther, Sargeant, Gibbon, &c. 
Black Eunuch, Mr. Fisber, 
Copts, Egyptians, Turks, &c. Messrs. Fefferies, Chippendale, Smith, 
| Porter, &c. &c. 
French Commander- in- Chief, Mr. D'Egville, b 
Aid-de-Camp, Mr. Pilbrow, | 
Membre du Conseil des Cinq Cent, Mr. Wallack, 
French Officers, Messrs. Waldron, Feffries, &C. 


Dwarf Hero, Master Blackmore, 1 
And Clown, Mr. Laurent. - 4 
Egyptian Gitts, Mrs. Herbert and Mrs. Roffey, _ 
Cymbeliina, Miss Adams, | 
Dancers, Miss Taylor, Mrs. Byrne, Mrs. Jeffries, c. 1 5 


And Columbine, Mrs. Wybrow. 
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GLEE.— TREE SAILORS, 


ö 


1s! SAILOR, EO, ho! what cheer? why ship-mate, what's 
* (waking ). the matter! 
What a rumble in the elements ! avast ye 
there above ! 
i/ 24 do. (do.) Belay your jawing-tackle, matey, damme, what 
F4 a clatter ! 
* Thus breaking from the moorings, lad, 
| where has the vessel hove ? 
15t &2d do, Yeo, ho! Tom Bowling, (waking 3d sailor) 
3d do, Steady, where's the vessel rolling, 


In what latitude or longitude, old consort, can 
we be? 


3 


Ist do. Among Alexandria's dummies, 
ad do. Embalm'd Egyptian mummies, 
Both, © Heaving up and down, my hearties, 
We have shipp'd a heavy sea, 
3d sailor. But still we've grog inviting, 
A health shall time beguile, p 
Here's one you all delight in, 
Our brave commander, Nelson, the Sov'reign 
of the Nile, 


RECITATIVE,—TOM BOWLING, 


Our grog's aground; enough, but none to spare, 
Sir Sidney, lads, and here ends Bowling's prayer. 
We must on-board, this frolic, faith, was droll, 
Among these mummies, to push round the bowl; 
The croud we entered with have shot a-head, 
The port's block d up, no pilot but the dead. 
. (whistles, ) 

Yeo, ho! no answer,—are you dumb, old boy ? 
On-board the Mummy, tender, there a hoy ! 

(whistles again.) 
Avast old grey locks, what are your commands? 
Aye, tumble up there, I've ust pip'd all hands, 


— — 


RECITATIVE.—MAGICIAN, 


Within this dome, where Egypt's children sleep, 
Which with unhallow'd footsteps you explore, 
My watchful vigils I must careful keep, 


Till sick'ning time shall wield his scythe no more. 


EC * 
| DUET,<MAGICIAN & BOWLING. 


Magician, Thoughtless as brave, you court your fate here, 
You got in by stealth, no doubt, 

Bowling. How we got in is no great matter, 
All we want is to get out. 


— * 


RECITATIVE,—MAGICIAN, 


A Briton's daring vengeance does disarm, 
Apply this magic wand 'twill set you free, 
Its renovating touch has here the charm, 
To give inanimation life and liberty. 


| 


RECITATIVE,—BOWLING. 


/ 
Avast old boy! why zounds ! what haste he's in! 
' You might at parting handed one your fin! 
Now for his rattle-trap with powers $0 rare, 
Open locks whoever knocks, (strikes back scene and discovero 
*Tis done, and fresh adventures to prepare, mummies }, 
| Brings us along-side of a pretty pair; 
Tl try if't has the power he has been bragging. 
Damme! but I have set their jaws a-wagging. 


DUET,— MUMMIES, 


Ist mummy. Like an old miser's guineas, 
2d do, A brace of poor ninnies 
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Botb. Have sometime been hid from the light, 

ist mummy, Your aid grant us, we ask it, 

2d do. Pray, break ope the casket. 

Both. A treausure will gladden your sight, 

Ist mummy, To mirth we invite ye, 

2d do, With tricks we'll delight ye, 

And Harlequin gladden your sight. 

ist mummy, Yes, yes, gay Harlequin will gladden your 
sight, 

2d do. Yes, yes, Scaramouchee will gladden your 
sight. 


RECITATIVE.—BOWLING. 


Avast! take this old boy to stop your grinning, 
Damme! I've set young whirligig a spinning; 

Here goes again, let's have a peep at you, 

What! that's your lingo— well then, how do you do? 
Both dumb? of your bad language no one can complain 
Avast! why here's old grey locks come again, 


—— 
— — 


RECITATIVE,—MAGICIAN, 


Ah! near this spot, by treachery betrayed, 
This captive beauty's tears demand thine aid, 
That aid she needs thy courage must afford, 
To lead thee to her, wave this magic sword. 
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RECITATIVE,—BOWLING, 
Mess-mates come on, a sailor can't do less 
Than die to succour beauty in distress. 
Here boys, your cock-boat trim'd and neatly painted, 
You look as if you wish to be, acquainted. 


Be you her guardian, | must plough the main, 
And thrash Mounsjeur Cer I view you again. 


SONG,—ARAPIAN GIRL, 


I. 
Hark ! merrily the sprightly Moorish minstrels play, 
Flutes, symbol, and triangle, make the hills resound ; 
The gallant Arab's charger deck'd in rich array, 
Delighted with his burden, proudly paws the ground: 
My lover, brave as kind—wings rapid as the wind, 
The foe to quell with love of fame, and me elate, 


Until again we meet, this fluttering heart will beat, 


Pit, pat, poor trembler, anxious for a lover's fate. 


II. 


Bold invaders vainly hurl despair and death around, 


By native valour warm'd, each speeds him to the war, 
And when the roaring cannon shall cease the ear to wound, 
The laurel of bright victory will hide each scar: 
My lover, brave as kind—wings rapid as the wind, 
The foe to quell with love of fame, and me elate, 
Until again we meet, this fluttering heart will beat, 
Pit, pat, poor trembler, anxious for a lover's fate, 


SAILORS—SINGING IN CHORUS, 


English tars are the boys for't, on shore or the main, 
Let us meet, and we'll drub them again and again. 
B 


* 
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'RECITATIVE.—BOWLING and SAILOR, 


Zounds ! take a s1p—here we must drink like fishes, 
I wish, aloft, they'd grant me just thiee wishes: _ 
My first is—stop—my quid must round be twirl'd 


RECITATIVE,—SAILOR. 


4 * 


What? | 
FOWLING. 
Damme! all the brandy in the world, — 


Sailor Your second? 

Bowl, All the bacco-lubbers you shou'd hand me. 

Sailor And what's your third ? 

Bowl, My third—why, zounds! more brandy — 
Here's to our captain. — 
Damme! we'll finish soon what we've began on, 
And beat the Monsieurs, boys, with their own cannon, 


DUET,—MIDSHIPMAN and EGYPTIAN GIRL, 


T. a 


Mid. Veo, ho! pretty girl, with your eyes as black as sloes, 
: Fal lal, de ral lal, de ra, | 
Lips as red as rubies, and cheeks the blossom'd rose, 
Fal lal, &c. 
In Egypt, board a king's ship, a little time I've been, 
Fal lal, &c. 
Yet time enough to take in tow a little gipsy-queen, 
Fal lal, &c, 


— 


Girl Your presence delights like the Nile's overflow, 


Fal lal, &c. 
Transforms the burning desart to health s genial glow, 
Fai lal, &c. 
The aid which friendship dictates my wishes must ap- 
prove, 
Fal lal, &c. 
And the embers of gratitude will kindle into love. 
Fal lal, &c. 
III. 
Mid, On a cruize oft I've sail'd, by sea and on shore, 
Fal lal, &c. 
But never fell in with so sweet a prize before, 
Fal lal, &c. 
Flip, grog, biscuit, beef, and bread, for you I'd glad 
forego, 1 


Fal lal, &c. 
And ev'ry pleasure, barring one — the drubbing 
| Britain's foe, | 
Fal lal, &c, 
IV. 


Girl Fame, says a British tar, rules monarch of the main, 
Fal lal, &c. 
Mid. Tis our forefathers legacy, to yield it we disdain, 
| Fal lal, &c. 
Girl Then if, my kind king sailor- man, success shou'd glad 
the scene, — 
Fa lal, &c. 
Mid. In Egypt, blith as blith can be, I'll clasp my gipsy- 
queen. 
Fal lal, &c, 
B 2 


( 12 1 4 0 


DUET,—FRENCH OFFICERS, | 


: 158 Officer Hark! hark! the cannons' thunder | 
(Bon citizens of plunder) 

Jean d' Acre strike vid wonder! | | 

Ah, ah! dem soon must yield! 

. 2d Officer Non—English dam jack tar | 
Have join dem in de war, | + 


,- 
— 


And Italy's great taker, 
Grand conqueror, law- maker, 
Vont conquer here von acre! 


Tho' long he keep the field 


RECITATIVE. 


st officer, Ah, ha, base paltroon—peste! you fear to die, 5 
2d officer, Feu! la diable ! boh ! begar you lie! 1 


6ꝗꝶ6n1⸗j;. 


MEDLEY, 


15t officer, Marbleau ! diable ! vive la nation! 3 
Eat your words, or else, begar, * 
Upon my sword revenge I swear. 
2d officer.” Peste! do you threaten, hell! damnation ! 
Quick, in one instant make amend— 
Or thro' your heart the steel I send. 
15t officer. Let me advance, sare—non resistance, > 
Aside.) Parbleau, me fight him —à la distance. 
2d officer, Leave go my arm, plus et plus I beat him, 
C'est extraordinare so well I treat him! 
Ist officer, Monster! 


2d officer. Coward ! 

Ist officer, Rascal! 

2d-officer. Cocquin! 

Ist officer. Braggart! 

2d officer. Poltroon ! 

Ist offiaer, Tyrant! 

2d officer, Villian! 

Ist officer, Blustering savage! 

Both. Dus J greet him—guillotine, kill, 

Dress, and eat him. 

3d officer, See de Commandant appear, 
We beg, begar, you interfere : 
Or generals vid rage so rattle, 
Dere Broulliere vil turn to battle, 

4th officer. Our foes appear, prepare to quell them, 


Commandant, 
ist & 2d officer. 


British Seaman, 


Sailor, 


F. Officer. 
Sailor, 


F. Officer, 


Sailor, 


Monsieur, desist, 

Non, non, begar, ve right and left cut, 

Thrust and carve ye, 

With a full volley, lads, repel them, 

They fly to smell but our salt-petre, 

Hark you a word, 

You think that the coward's death is 

sSweeter, 

Than by the musquet or the sword ? 

Monsieur, you rascal, dat I say, 

Von dam Jack Bull en verite. 

Hollo ! my blade, you'll soon My prize be, 

Strike! or damme ! I'll capsize ye! 

Ah! mon cœur! begar you break it, 

Save my life. 

There, damme, take it! 

To the fallen, a Briton quarter ne'er 
denies ! 

Hollo ! avast! : 
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F. Officer. The fallen again may rise! 

Failor. Lubber, yeo ho! the fight's rene w'd, 
Damme, I scorn ingratitude: | 
To burn, sink, and destroy's my aim, 
And swamp me, but I'll wing my game, 


RECITATIVE, 


Sailor, My timbers, but they've made a pretty fight on't, 
Just like a fire, to run off by the light on't. 


OS 
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RECITATIVE,—FRENCH OFFICER, 
Ah, malhereux! ah miserable Moreau ! 
Sir Sidney here; in Italy Suwarrow ! 


— 
SONG. 


I. 
Parbleau ! vat a name, 


For the anngls of fame, 

It gives me much heart ache and sorrow, 
Oui—de name I've just met, 
In de Paris Gazette, 

De terrible name of Suworrow ! 
Oh ! Marshal Suwarrow ! 
Bald-headed Marshal Suwarrow ! 
Moreau's sight of his pate, 
Made him run—no retreat, 


From the death dealing frown of Suwarrow, 


II, 
For technical arts, 


We have rang'd foreign parts, 
Like tigers, snatch all we can claw, O! 
But this Russian they swear, 
So hugs, like a bear, 
We'll ne'er come within reach of his paw, O! 


( 15 ) 


Oh! Marshal Suwarrow { 
Gruff speaking Marshal Suwarrow ! 
Our Directory fear, 
They directions may hear, 
From the thundering voice of Suwarrow ! 


III. 
In Paris still gay, 
In an opera or play, 
They'll dramatize this man of war, O! 
But d'iable! sans doubt, 
When the piece is brought out, 
The hero'll be play'd by Suwarrow ! 
Oh! truncheon'd Suwarrow ! 
That wonderful actor Suwarrow ! 
A great part in the wars, 
Has he play'd with applause, 
And the scene has been chang'd by Suwarrow? 


IV. 


Fortune's frolics now fail, 
Our head armies turn tail, 

All Egypt seem'd ours by the morrow ! 
Glory's standard was rear'd, 
When Sir Sidney appear'd, 

Fought and seiz'd it, begar, like Suwarrow |! 
Oh! Marshal Suwarrow! 
We got nought but blows from Suwarrow! 
Not to lose at that play, 
We'll get out of the way, 

Of Sir Sidney, and Marshal Suwarrow ! 


Intrepidity quicken'd endeavour, 
- Resoly'd, or to die, or to lower their sail, 
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SONG.—TOM - BOWLING. 
260 „ IF | 
Thus, thus, my boys, a British crew, 5 . 
With trible number dare engage; WL | 
By native.valour thus subdue, 1 
And dauntless stem the battle's rage. 
Mounseer Devil, or Don, thus we boldly assail, 
While Fortitude quickens endeavour, 
And thus, boys, triumphant we'll joyously haily 
Sir, Sidney, his tars, Sir Sidney, his tars, 
And the navy of England for ever. 
; 4 . II. | 
In Glory's cause we never lag, 
Witness La Sybelle's gallant fight; 
La Forte superior struck her flag, 
Th unwieldy captive of the night, 
The covqueror's wounds we with plaudits bew: 


Gallant Cooke, his brave tars, ; | 7 
Ang the navy of England for ever. 2 
III. 1 
With British blood our currents flow, 2 
The seas dominion we maintain, 
And every enemy shall know * 
Our sea-girt island rules the main; 
Each bold expedition our isle has in view, 
Will be aided by daring endeavour, 
Brave York, Abercrombie, and all of their ew, 
Their soldiers, Our tars „ 
004 the glory of England for ever. 
THE END. 
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